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JOB PRINTING!

Every Deseription of Job Pristing ezocuted atTIIE
Wil omcf::-

Pamphlets, Checks. Receipt and dBill;buoks,

Printed and Bound lo any style ordered.

POSTERS,

LETTER HEADING, Envelope Printing:
CARDS OF ALL KINDS.

Colored and Bronze Printing,
EXECUTED IN TIE BEST STYLE.

Anything in the Printirgor Lithographing lloe
u:?;: ordered at The WAig Ottice.
Satisfaction guaranteed, or vO charge made.

Terms Oash on delivery of all work,
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ELKTON, MARYLAND, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 8, 1872,

WHOLE NO. 1,827

W. M. KENNARD

HAVE REMOVED TO THEI™}

by

NEW STORE

306 MARKET 81h

WILMINGTON, DELAWAE

AND ARE OPENING ONE OF m;.

FINEST AND LARGEST K5

OF

Dry Cloods and G,_éss

EVER EXHIBITED IN WILI\EE

Sept 28, 1872
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YOU CAN DO YOUR OWK

DY USING

Tho Most J3oconomleal, 3enutiful and {
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MARK 1!
-~ .
1

These Paints arecompesed of PURE WHITE LEAD, 21

{th other materials which add fremly to the durability, elastl
1

emically combined, so that t! cce nn:.;

f the paint. The whole are ¢
permanent solution, thus
adberes firmly to it, thus forming & smooth,

0i), which is the real life of tho Paint, cannot leave
to which it is applied, as it does in paints mixed in the ordinar,

pigment dead and brittle, to wash and rub
or four years.

vious to the action of water,

a better Paint for either INSIDE or OUTSI

any other Paint known to the trade,

forming a new compound which dri

This paint is unaffected by changes of tempe
is well adapted to all classes of wWo¥y Wiy

DE WORK or B(N! than
and will last at least THREON(S THE

olL,

glossy, firm elastic 8!

off ina few mon

3xsT LEAD AND O1L MIXED IN THE ORDINARY WAY.

Always Ready for Use and easily applied. 8@ Gion,
ONE GALLON COVERS 20 SQUARE TARDS,IS.

0. P. KNIGHT, So,

No. 93 W, Lombard. Stimol

SF-SPECIMENS AND PRICE LIST FURNISIIED GRATIS.
SPECIMENS OF THE DIFFERENT COLORS MAY BE SBENICE @IE

",
CECIL WillG, ELKTON.

" o8y
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' HORNER'S |

SUPER-PIHOSPIT

[WE COURT TUE CIEMIST'S INQUIRY.)
After 23 years® experience in the Fertilizing business, and after establisbingey for theit:

and excellence of his

sone Dust, the subscriber Las been induced to prejare s o

monts and every way worthy the attention of the Marylan] farmer.
The #* Maryland® is a rejuvenator and permanent improver of the sllggyal to

Guane, and sustaine eqnal to Bone, Leing composed alnn
contage of Potush in the residum.

wt entirely of those fugyery i

There is no wdulterator nor inferior artiele gicje of ¢

phate being of essential benefit to the land.  Neither pains nor expense have M‘P"I‘"
we claim for it the greatest beuefit to the farmer frum the smallest outlay. a1

Yor Cotton, WIIEAT and CORY, and as a general stimulant and aliment for weiny o
¢an Lo nothing superior. It is warrsuted to run s high in Ammonia und Bigly)ate

otber fortilizer in the market.

PRICE, 860 PER TON, IN NEW BAGS,
BONE MEAL, #20. DISSOLVED BONE, $12, onr OWN g ie Lage
PLRUVIAN GUANO delivered frem Peryyy wardioed

JOSIIUA IIO. gy,

BONE DUST, $45.
orn and Western BONFE DUST. $33.
Jowest rates. No charge for delivery.

No charge f|

MANUFACTURER AND (ll‘l.\'l’.BAL“;Rru,}f

Ofice and Warchouse, 34 8. Gay 8t.
april 6, 1872t

Generul Warehous®, €8, /g tet

ALTINGE )

ommmm—

LIGHT!

AIRY!

Light enough to make Goods vl';

Airy enough to

Comomdions enough to give room for all who Cqpine ¢!

keep them pl'

THESE ARE THE CHARACTERISTICy

NEW GCLASS-FRONToR:

INTO

WHICH

1 i DR

f1AS REMOVED. Within it arc kept and d_isplaye'
sold at Prices thut will please all, tho most cgzu&mgf

DRY GUODS,

WhH, Mr’E GOODS,

|

NOTIONS & TR|IS'/;S’
BOOTS AND SH_
HATS,
QUEENSW.,

S
TO BE FOUND

TATION
IN THE COU}

Don't fail to examine for yourselves.

Jan 53,1803

CHEAP BOOT & SHOE STORE.

JOHN W. DRAPER

Reepectlally informe e citizens of Elkton apd viciulty

that he hasvpened a
Boot and Shoo Store,

on Maln street, (a few doors west of the Bank,) where

will be found always on hand a full line of

Ladies® and Gentlemen’s Fine and

Coarse Wear, and Misses’ and
Children’s Wear,

Prompt att-ution given tn orders for work,

The patrensge of the pabli: fs recpectfuliy solicited.

Sa-Satifucticg guirauted.
Auz 3 Ll—3m

£
9t Woo

- . kil
R

mtion s ¥

ver cracks

Srerpwhere.

Q
-
I
0 Price-List.

| 413

|

q

NG
" Bradley’s Patent Enamint,

rength

it and be atiMstance
8 lve the

1 three
raftlymper-

to thelre
|

OMjoT

& O .acolored Magistrate who fined each of the

=== |
.-,‘.vxmprlg{;ug,‘,m. The handsomest equipage being

amp (0 1
el r"""":a[ is also colored and who is the proud

N, mp

i ‘.':,',',:,,‘l:'('-'ﬁ.a E‘n‘o'-'! gsor of & span, which would be envied
Oé’ . ,?.2',';",,‘,'2,.7-:»«-' any in Now York.

-, I =

: fieorshe Copper Ch3

sty othef
L Q. prasenis?s

JOIN Bamene &1, PhIACE
fept 14, 1873=13R & BRO. Asetigy
1]

N el
0“““'” pection and foun;l l{t bc.'cmta l;rom
. Frank Cods) | ratw prond Va. whero it had been cast, a3
& wper-PA i AY Beann,
¥or sale by =‘;3\i;«§°‘fn,r‘ B ) iron. Gnay

1 GO ULYSSES STRAIGHT.

I ain't got heaps of g
And ] neldun‘: nrg;'e:vrsil? :
But\_l sorter form opinions,
< Which Tain't afraid to tell;
So 1 say it square and open,
Without fear of small or great
staud by the loyal party, '
And 1 go Ulysses straight.

'I'h;ydtalk about “reformin,”

ud say our party's split

That Greelcy’nl:\wfil hu‘i\el't,
And Grant haint any grit,

1 hear their shallow blowin’,

. And I see their crooked galt,

‘But I turn my back on Horace,
And I go Ulysses straight.

I can't seo how a feller
Cau mix with Jeff and sich;

Why, I shun these cussed critters
As i!‘ they had the itch!

And I'll never vote their ticket,
Nor' knucle to their hato,

But I'll think of murdured Lincoln,
While I go Ulysses straight.

1 klpder get confounded
When I hear the mongrel shout,
W hen Ilearn how Blair and Sumner
Want to turn our leader out,
But I never flunked or tearered,
- o‘:‘id tl ml l‘nyall u ;} to date,
stand by the loyal part
And I go Ulysses .{m‘;m.y'

I can’t complain of taxes,
Aud I've seen the darkies free,
And votin® gin their masters
I_s rt,qht enough for me;
Iain't a cussed bullheaded,
To awallow rebel bate,
But I keep tho sdo of freedom,
And I go Ulysses straight.

| .
l Am—*1low are you, Horace Greeley.”
|

I reckon Horace Greeley
Don't expect to get my vote,
For I never was a traitor,
A turn-coat, or afloat.
A chap that's double-sided,
_\\'lmle\'er'u in his pate,
Ain't fit to be a President.
So I go Ulysses straight.

I can't fogit the battles
Nor the trials we have had,
And accept as pure and upright,
Men proven false and dad.
And I think our noble nation
Would meet a fearful fate
In hands once raised agin her
80 I go Ulysses straight.

1 wasn't much on fightin’,
But I gin the praise where duo,
And 1 back thie dauntless chieftaln,

Who lead our boys in blue.

1 won't eat crow or'possum,
Nor have it on my plate,

For I love a loyal diet, l
So I go Ulysses straight. !

We've tried his pluck at Shiloh, i
We've proved his reek’nin sound, |

He'll push a thief or rebel !
Asa fox before a hound!

At Donelson and Vicksburg

| e struck to save the State,

He's a statesman and a general,

So I go Ulysses straight.

1 sorter fear that Greeley
Don't tell us *what Le kuowa”
About this fusion business,
And the way the bargain goes.
They say Lis beets have cost him
From a dollar up to eight—
There's a costlier beat ahead, Horace,
For ve go Ulysaes straight.

1 ain't got heaps of larnin’,
.\nd‘i seldom argy well,
But I sorter form opinions,
Which T ain't afraid to tell,
So 1 says it square and open,
Withiout fear of small ur great,
I stand by the loyal party,
And I go Ulysses straight.

— el & © E—

LETTER FROM THF SOUTIL

CortMpia, S. C., Sept. 23d, 1872,
DrAn Winta:—From all appearances pre-
vious to the war, this city must have been
very handsome, as the ruins of some of the
buildings still standing would indicate;
belng situated on slightly rising ground on
tho right bank of the Santee river with
very wido streots laid off at right angles,
the pavements lined with a number of trees
certainly makes this city highly pictur-
esquo irr comparison to most southern
places. In regard to the burning of Co-
lumbia, it is avered by the inhabitants to
be the work of Sherman during his famous
march to tho sea, tut the facts are, that
the inhabitants fired this place when thoy
distroyed a large quantity of cotton, to pre-
vent it from falllng into the hands of the
Union troops, and which was stored on the
banks of the river awaiting slupment, tho
wind was blowing strongly towards the
| city, carrying large flakes of ignited cot-
ton, which lighting the roofs of the houses,
in a short time kindled a flame that was
beyond the power of man to subdue. On
every side can now be reen the ruins of
churchies and dwellings, but had the same
misfortune happened any whero North,
these ruins would have given place long
azo to fine stately buildings; as Chicago or
Chambersburg bear testimony; here they
s:em content to build a fine house mostly
feame, although 1saw in the course of
erection a couple of brick houge, and the
novel manner of carrying bricks to the top
attracted my attention. Instead of using
a hiod as is the custom with us, the negro
with a picce of board upon which he puts
about two dozen bricks, and lifting the
board on top of his head balances his load,
carrying it up & ladder as quickly as one of
our hod carriers would their load on their
shoulders. One case is instanced in which
a load was prematurely dropped, and that
nappened when tho « toter !’ was carrying
himself outside of a lot of whisky at the
samo time, unfortunately, another negro
was passing, and received & number of
bricks upon his head, stopping for only an
instant lie was heard to exclaim: ** Look
out up dar if you don’t want dem bricks
broke just keop dem off dis child's head.”
Tho colored man has completo sway or as
‘one expressed it the other day by saying:
84 Debottom log's on topnow.” As theyare
vastly in the majority and as they all have
ihe same political faith, they believe in
slacing somo of their own color in power
\though it scems singular toa Northern
nan to flnd the Legislative Halls filled
sith colored men. Yet, 1 presume one
rould very soon becomo accustomed to
1is stato of affairs.
Atono timea fight which I witnessed
stween & colored man and a whito man
ireatened to hecome serious Ly the use of
rives, but a colored policeman pounced
yon both billigerants, and marched them

ending parties %10 and bound them over
£300 bail for future good behavior, this
wvinced me that the colored dispenser of
t was impartial. In tho afternoons the
‘_mn are lively with carringes owned by
™~ \red mon, who take their families out

",';,'.J:-"" of the Lieut. Governor of this State,

rov!

",:_‘alkln;: around the eapitol ground to.
ror e \[ saw for the first timo the palmetto
S I proportions weroe excellent no
« branching out until it reached
b twenty feet from the ground, the
100, was a beautiful green, being desivous
_—— lwing it more critically, 1 madlo a clos-

ot

1,
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AUTUMN GAME ON THE PRAIRIES.

There is nothing more characteristic of
tho prairies than the sudden and remarka.
ble change in their appearance as sum.
ner passes Into autumn., In the East,
though the frosts of October and Novem-
ber may be sharp and frequent, yet the
universal prevalence of ‘‘tame grass’'—as
Western men term timothy, red-top, blue
grass, etc.,—keeps the pastures, the hill.
sides, und the highways **dressed in living
green.”” Tho forests may change, the
leaves may fall, all else may mark the dy-
ing year; but the earth itsclf maintains its
pleasing garb of summer verdure. Not 50
with the prairies. To.day you may walk,
milo after mile, through grass knee.-keep
and of the richest green, and atwong flow.
ers which still are in their summer bloom;
but to-morrow, after a singlo heavy frost,
you move over the samo scene, treading at
overy step on ‘tho grass that has withered,
and the flower thereof that has faded away.’
Far as the eyo can reach, on every hand,
now stretches this limitless expanse of
death, wrought by the cold of a night. In
place of the varying shades of green, there
now meets the cye ono wide waste of red-
dish.yellow herbage, relleved only by the
whiter tint of the vast fields of corn, which
have, themselves, thus suddenly met their
final change. When the ficrce fires risc on
these withered plains, kindled by sowme
reckless creaturo for wantonness or his
own convenience, or, oftener, by the care-
less match or finished cigar, or ashes shak-
en from the universal pipe, the very black-
ness of desolation is left behind the flames.
Tho loss, to tillers of the prairie, is often
appalling: barns, stacks, corn, even the
very home itself. Said one of Sherman's
veterans to me, recently, raising himself to
his full aix feet, Lis eye flashing as when
he stormed McAllister: ¢ Mr. C., ifIshould
catch a man firing the prairie at this place,
as God helps me, I would shoot him down
in hisdeed!’ Only a few miles from me,
an emigrant, traveling in his close-covered
wagon with the wind, was overtaken by the
flames, coming down on him unscen.—
Horses, family, wagon, wero all destoyed
in a moment; and himself lived bately long
enough to tell the tale. Yet every night,
from this to winter, the red sky in every
divection will show the appearance in the
distance of a burning Clicago.

Te those, however, who love to follow
the game of the prairies, the alteration by
frost has many compensations.

The chango in the habits of the feather-

cd denizens of the prairie is as great as in
the prairie itself. The grouse—or shall
wo say chickens, as the custom {8 ?—which
yesterday lay in the stubble, under the
very nose of your dog und muzzle of your
gun, and which, in the grass, you could
not kick up with your boot, now gather in
flocks of from fifty to one huudred and
fifty; and, under the warning spring and
cackle of some old drummer of a past de-
cade, rise in the distance and fly booming
on for miles, to tho infinite disgust of man
and dog, who have not yet even suspected
their presence. The green and the blue-
winged teal now gather in clusterain cvery
prairie pond, preparatory to their early
flight southward, from tho autumn fiosts.
The mallard, bred in the locality, are join.
ed by their brethren from the North; and
in vast numbers alternato from the corn
and stubble-flelds to the water, giving
promise of unfalling sheoting till long after
snow. Tho great whoopiug crane—tho
white and the brown—visit the corn,
morning and evening; then stand in flocks,
far out on tho warm prairie, or soar fu tho
mid-day sun, mere snow-flakes in the vast
hight they delight in.
The brant, with nolsy brattle, and the
wild-goose, with his wellknown *houk!”
seck tho luscious corufields which they
remember 50 well since they left them last
Spring, or even tho year before. All this
exuberance of feathered life, with the fine
bracing air and tho cloudless sky—that
glory of all glosics of the west—in placo of
the sweltering heatof August, mako the
man of the gun almost reconciled to the
death of grass and flower, and to the faded
look of the prairie.

The vast varicty of the game of the pral.
rie, in autnmn, cannot bs better sct forth
than by the detail of a single day's shoot.
ing. That I will now attempt.

In the first place wo must have our
horse and buggy. So long are the atretch.
es from fleld to fleld, or from pond to poud,
andso heavy and abundantis the game, that
anything like going out on afoot, and so
returning, is out of the question. A goose
will weigh 12 pounds: a brant, 0; a mal.
1ard or chicken, 3 to 4 pounds: it is impos.
sibla to lug game like this around or even
to get it home. :

Therefore, with old Peter to do the dis.
tances and the burden, aud my little ten.
year-old, with his own happy chat and
enjoyment of the thing, to hold him, on
occasion; behold us atleld! We come to
the cornfields, skirting the vast prairie. It
is yet morning, and tho grouse and mal.
lard have uot done feeding., Lewing my
little boy to keep the road, 1 enter the
fleld. DBess, my dog, takes to her work,
at once, ranging among the stalks and rap-
ping a perfect tattoo on them with her
tail, in her eager quest for game. We
pass Lut a little way, when ‘ whir.r!
whir-r 1" far ahead, out of scent and out
of shot, rises a whole pack of fifty birds,
and are off, far as the eye can follow them.
Bess crouches; looks back; fears reproof;
and is evidently much relieved when kindly
bidden to ** hold up.’” Slowly and carefully
shs now does her work; often looking
back, that shio may not lose me in tho wil.
derness of corn,—for these sagacious crea-
tures want man's company in their hunt,
—and soon alio has her reward. Down the
wind—wo must always hunt against or
across it—comes that scent that clectrifles
the bird-dpg, and sets every nervetingling.
With eye fixed, }ip quivering, the whole
body in incited tensions she steals on. No
nosing the ground; no ignoble tracking;
breast high Ler delicate brown head {s
borne, and, for her, the universe lies in that
tainted air. She stops; looks once around
at me; then becomes fixed as stone. A
step forward—up rises tho gallant bird,
brown, round, and lusty, and cackles his
deflance, as over the tall stalks Lic sweeps
with his powerful wings. DBut I am ready,
too; a moment for raising my gun, cock.
ing it as it is raised,® then the cxplosion,
and the bird falls heavily to the carth,
while the flock feathers come floating by
me, down the wind. Up 1lses another at
the report, as near and as swift; the trusty
trigger Is true to the touch, and he, too,

was a small foot, good reader, that brushec
this ground, and} tho step was light and
swift; the ground itself is looss and dry,
and non-reteniive of scont; but so keenly
and surely does this noble creaturo press
on the trail, that I am put tomy best pace,
lest I lose sight of her In tho corn. Aud
now,  rush, a rustle; she has it under her
paws, and holds it firmly till my arrival,
“Good dog ! and then the tension is all
gone; the chase is galned; and she wags
ner tail with satisfaction.

Our run through the corn has brought
us in sight of a stubble which borders it;
now, I3ess must follow, not lead; for lere
is where the mallard loves to fecd, on morn.
ings like this, and bis long neck and wary
eyo will wait for neither man nor dog,
when scen. One motion of my hand—nv
word—and Bess falls behind me, following
as meokly and quietly as sho was before
eager and swift on Ler range. And in
good time. Just as my face shows outside
of tho corn, with a “quack! quack!" up
spring a dozen mallard, not cight rods off,
1 fire, but, taken Ly surprise, I miss; and,
at the roport, o single duck rises on my
left. Him I secure, and his * thud,”” as he
strikes the ground, tells of fat four pounds
welight. Thisis all out of Bess'sline: but,
on the word, she recovers the duck, as she
did the grouse, and I atart for the buggy—
glad that the bulky gamo is not destined
for my back.

The little chap in the buggy, has mark.
cd, with a hoy's eye, the rise of the birds
and their fall, and pats my companion on
the head, as she takes lLer place with us
for a ride. It issmall mercy to make a
dog hunt the tleld and run tho road.

Now for a long ride over the prairie, in
the direction of certain ponds. ‘To aquatic
birds water is absolutely essontial, after
feeding. Iligh in the airabove us, a long
line of geeso is sailing southward, utterly
beyond reach. But we do not repine. We
sentimentalize rather, repeating to our-
selves the well-remembered lines of Bry-
ant:—

“Whither, 'midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last sot

of day,

Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou
pursus
Thy solitary way?

Seek'at thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide;
Or where the wild billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean’s side?

In vain the fowler's eye
Might mark thy distaut flight to do thee

wrong;

As, darkly pianted on the crimson sky,

Thy figure tloats along."

But Lere comes anather troop of a dozen
geese, looming up over the pralirie, half a
mile off; low down, and coming noisily,
hurricdly on, as if they had just gobbled
up one corn fleld, and were in haste to
begin on another. They aro quito low,
but they pass us too far ahead, and we
philosopiize on their fgnoble haste and
huddle, as compared with that stately
spring flight which Hawes sings:—

« Hawnk! honk! and forward, to the nor'-
ward, is the trumpet tone;
What goose can lag, or feather flag, or
break the goodly come!
Hawnk! onwards to the cool Llue lakes,
where lie our safe love-bowers;
No stop; no drop of ocean brine, near stool
nor blue-lrght tory;
Our traveling watchword is, ‘our mates, our
goslings, and our glery!
Symsonia and Labrador forus are crowned
* with flowers:
And not a breast on wave shall rest, until
that heaven is ours !"

But now, as we drive along, come four
others, in slow, uncertain flight, plaiuly
ready to alight inthe firat convenient pond.
They aro led bya primitive, patriarchal
gander, who has plaiuly seen men aud
smelt powdor before, for, as we lay by our
philosophy and take up our gun, he bears
easily off, and passcs us, just out of range.
A noisy flock of brant, flying high over our
hoads, takes off my eye, for a second; when
my littlo boy cries out, ‘‘Pappa, pappa,
the geeso have lighted down, right ahead
of us; I guess there's a pond!" Sure
enough, going a little farther, thero is a
pond; and right in the center of it, on a
little mud-bed, stands theleader, with the
other geese sitting around him, It is just
tho thing: they are as good asin our hand,
# Jossy, turn out, and drivo iato the pral.
rie, far enough from the pond not to scare
them. Tho old gander will watch you and
Pete; but I'll slip out and crawl up behind
that bunch of weeds at the edge of the
pond, and we'll get them !

Soun the little fellow drives away and
stops, just at the distance. A horsossems
rather an attraction than an object of fear
to a goose; at any rato the sentinel has
missed no ono from the buggy, and pro.
nounces matters all right. I am on my
hands and knees, slowly and quietly mak-
ing my way to the clump of weeds. I
veach It safely, and peering through their
tops, I seo the Lirds at six rods from me;
the three sitting, having turned over the
watch to the leader, and he watching fn.
tently the doy and horse.  Withdiawing my
cartridges of No. 4 shot—a privilege which
{s ono of the chief beauties of a breeche
loader—I insert those of BB, and cautious-
ly raise myself up to shoot. But now
comes vexation.

The wind has been growing to a gale.
As I rise, the tall rushes and flags are
blown down on my gun-barrels and held
with so much force that I cannot lift them.
Stooping again, I draw them back to clear
the weeds; but “‘honk! honk!" the old fel-
low has taken the alarm, and, with a bound
and flap, swings off, with two of tho oth-
ers, on the wind., The fourth rises to Lis
feot; I fire. With a single outstretch of
his wings, he falls on tho bar, dead. Vex.
ed, I fire, ineffectually, at the retreating
three, and watch them till they fade in the
distance. Such are the chances, even in
shooting. one minute before, T would Liave
thanked no man for thiee of those geesc;
for they were standing, literally touching
each other; now, I am forced to be con.
tont with one.

Bess, meantime, is Laving her trouble.
Sho had difficulty in making her way tothe
game through the soft, tenaclous mud; to
get it to Jand bothers her atill more. Lie
that twelve pounds she can't; and to drag
it sottles her in the mud so that she cannot
move. Wero it water, that she might
swim, all would be clear saillng, As it Is,
she cau neither lift, drag, nor swim. S8ho
looks wistfully at me. There isno help
for it: though not palmated, I am at least
broader-footed than she is; and trying the
wade, I am pleased to find the mud not
over my boot-tops. A truly noble bird, as
1 lay it on the grass;—young, for its under

falls. A moment, and [ am againloaded-for

mandible will break with its weight; fat,

I use a Parker breech-loader—and, at the | for it is fresh from the cernflelds; and de-
word, Hess ‘‘secks dead ! Nosing it fara | sirable in an economical light; for, llke

moment, sho shows ovident pleasure at my
pralse,—pralse costs little and goes a great
way, with both dogs and mon—then, on the
word, she passes to the other bird, But it
isnot thero! A few feet, and she has the
track; It was wing-broken, and hias made

p;
¢
1
t

‘il‘atrlck‘n pig, *it ralsed hisself,”
 littlo Loy is ou hand for the prize; and as
{ 1 deposit it under tho seat,

The

vemarks, “1
tell you, that'll make a grand dinner.""—
How this gastronomy crowds itsell upon

{ all things human !
good a run of many & rod, in our delay. It! o havo just seated ourselves, when a

fine mallard swirls down over us and!

er, and passon. This fleld is about done,

alights at the Lorder of the pond. A cait. | I say to myself, and am drawing near the

cidge of No. 4 now; a short creep in the
grass, an inglorious shot at the sitting
bird, and he is ours. Ilad I raised him ho
would have fallen in the mud, out of reach.
As [ lay tho flue Lird, with its deep.green
head and neck, and cauvas back, by the
side of the goose, the little clLap can hold
in no longer. *I tell you what, papa,
this {s business! we're just more'n going
for them, this morning !"*  With this ex-
plosion he takes up the reins, and subsides.
He has been but threo years fu tho West,
and Le has the whole lingo: thero is no
stopping it. Great Is Young America,
and will prevail !

For a mile, now, nothing appears. Weo
are making a stretch directly across the
prairie to other ponds and fields, and soon
seem riding right out into apaee, for the
lhorizon lies, but a little way before us,
without house, tree, fence or fleld to break
in on tho outline. But it is nowhero lovel
ground, to any great extent, for gentle
undulations, and occasional elevations
with corresponding descent, vary the mon.
otony of tho scene and of the ride. ‘‘See,
see!”’ the little fellow cries out: and there,
coming down the wind, are a hundred and
fifty chickens, flapping their wings, for
few strong strokes, then sailing on with
wings set, as in very gleo and wantonness
of motion. They may go miles, in this
way, without alighting; it is their wont.
This particular flock, howerer, lias tlown
its flight, and sottles, but a littlo distance
off, in the deep, brown grass. Where are
they now? Iuvisible, and at such times
always luvisible to manand dog, notwith-
standing fancy sketches which show them
all in sight, and the dogs ready toeat them.
But, through the tops of this withered
grass, every pair of keen black eyes sees
you, and marks every motion; Ordinarily,
they will not lie to the dog at this season;
bLut on a sunny day, after a night of sharp
frost, they are, sometimes, very tame.
Such are the conditions of this day, and
Bess and I will try tho birds. DPassing
around to get the wind, the dog has made
but a few stretches, to and fro, beforo the
well.known scent strikes her. She stops;
draws slowly on, hier nose just clearing tho
grass; then comes to a full stavd. I step
up to the dog, and in aninstant the whole
pack isin -the alr, with asingle spring,
scattering in every direction, It isa pour
shot that cannot get a bird with each bar.
rel, tn such a case: and I am not that shot.
One is a young bird, fully grown: the oth-
er an old cock, that may have drummed on
the prairies for years. See, as we lifc him?
the pointed black feathers, projecting from
the neck, giving him his name, “pinnat.
cd;” the yellow wattles on either side of
his neck. with which, distended to the
size of an orange, he booms defiancs to his
enimies or.love to his mates. For, sad to
say for him, Tetrao has no particular love.
Hence, I suppose, his name—Cupido;
Tetrao Cupido; lawless Tetrao, The dear
little quail will fight to the death for his
choice; and the mate he has achieved with
a bloody crown, he will stick to for the
rest of tho season. Tho ruff grouse will
do the same; but this fellow, what shall
we say for him? Not only not monoga-
mous, he is not polygamous even; promis.
cuous rather, utterly common, But the
one at our feet will boom and set bad ex-
amples no more. The gallant bLizd has,
every inch ot him, tho inexpressible game
Jlook of his famlly: we throw a veil over
his fallings, and deposit him in the buggy.

Passing on, we soon draw near a corn.
fleld, irom which a sweep of prairie slopes
down to alarge weedy pond. Ilero we
ought to find brant. To do so, the horse
must go on, and tho bunter must hide bim.
sclf. Giving directions to my little boy to
keep out of the way, for the brant likes not
nearness to man or beast, I step fnside of
the corn just far enough to be hidden, and
yet to command & view of the edge of the
fleld and of tho prairie beyond. A shot
from below mo, in the field, puts me on
my guard: my neighbor missed Lis aln,
for here comes an old grouse just outside
the fleld line, his natural speed quickened
by the shot behind him. I have no time
to withdraw the BB now:—they are for
brant:—just time to throw up my gun, as
lie passes- me, and the heavy ahot, as they
strike him dead, pitch him at least six feet
forward and out of his line of flight.—
Down ! down n the corn! close down! for
tight on me comes a flock of eleven braut.
At my shot, they veer outof the direct
line over me, but they were too near and
coming too swiftly to get wholly away.
Thanks for tho BB in my only cartridge,
now: I had no time to insert another.—
Gett!ng their motion, I fire, and one of the
Lirds leaves the rest, sets his wings, and
slopes off, motiouless, for the distaut pond.
Every hunter knows this to be the sign of
a fatal shot. Bixty rods off he strikes in
the pond, a few rods from its edge, bound.
ing twice and throwing up the water in
spray by the force of his fall. Reloading,
I give the word to Bess, who has watched
the fall: she rushes ahead of mo to the
wator, plunges in, snuffs the scented sur.
face 1n every direction, but no lird fs
there. Whenever n water-bird is shot,
over the land, it makes at once for the
water; if shot on the water, or if it falls
into it, it will make for tho weeds on shore,
or for the deep grass of the prairle.

S0 I call Bess in from the water: she is
following the line of the shore, when her
swondrous nose detects the outward trail; up
tlie prairo again and towards the fleld she
Loldly and rapidly treads it. A pause:
her head is lifted a little higher, then
plunged downward in thegrass: and there,
beforo me, lies the beautiful bird, dead; a
rich cream-color, the whole length below;
glossy brown above, with the exquisite
orange of the bill and the legs adding na-
ture's own faultless finish to the bird,

I confess that, for look, habit, delicacy
for the talle, the brantis my favorite of
the praire game. Imay well say ‘s good
dog ! to the expectunt Bess, this time;
for without her instinct and sagacity 1
should no more have secured this dead bird
than the rest of the flock that flew away.
Now for the buggy agaln, with the gamo.
I cross the field, and coming out, find that
it corners on another fleld. Toward that
corner, elghty rods away, 1 bear, looking
intently for the uprising duck or grouse;
when, far on, in the very corner itself, Isee
a sight that stops mo shiort. Thres mo-

outskirts, when *‘croak ! croak ' just be.
yond me; and there are the three brown
gentlemen, with a fourth, picked by the
the way, swinging in from their circle over
the prairio to their favorite fleld again.
They are coming right in our teeth; now
is your time, Mcasrs, DParker, if you want
to sce what your beautiful little 12-gauge
breech.loader can do. I mustn't stira
finger to change my shot. Down to tbe
ground; and make myself as much a corn.
blade as I can, Blessings on this hunting
coat that my wife made me in July out of
my old army shelter, just the tint of the
faded corn! Not a breath, now; not a
wink of tho eye. Alas! thres bear off
just enough to make it hopeless for the No.
4, But tho oldest chap of all says, “Comie

|un, cranes; who's afraid!’ when a flash;
i an explosion; and, crumpled up and rid-

dled, with the jeer in his very jaws, he
comes Leavily down. Not the blue marsh.
heron, man of the East, that you call a
“crane,’” fecble of flight, loathsome in
habit and lurking.place, with the figure,
when dead, of the reptiles he feeds on; but
the whooping crane, with body like a tur-
key, and wings like a swan, that delights
in the clean corn of the field and, in a gale
that would throw a frigate on her beam.
ends, sweeps up, in very sport, into the
empyrean, and for long hourssailsin grand
circles in the sunshine, a mile high; ever
and anon trumpeting forth his joy in the
cry that gives him his name and which
just reaches the ears of the pigmy race he
looks down upon.

What is that we see, far out onthe black.
encd surfaco of the burnt prairie? One of
the praire's most singular sights. We
havo read of the Spanish soldiers in Cuba
mistaking a distant row of the scarlet flam.
ingoes for a British army of {nvasion; but
who would have thought of a company of
Shakers choosing that black, lonely plain
for ono of their dances! More than a dozen
of them; grave, formal fellows, leaping in
the air, first from one foot, then from the
other, then from both; now to a partner,
now by themselves; and evidently enjoy-
ing the whole thing, It {s but a troop of
crancs, executing one of the most ludic.
rous and prepostetous games that can be
seen among the whole feathered race. And
this they will do for hours together.

Our ride has now brought us to a beauti.
ful creek, the Beaver. Along its banks,
where the ravages of the annual prairie
fires have been stayed, fine oaks lift them.
sclves in their reddenced foliage, in beauti.
ful relicf against the background of the
rising prairie. Just assure as oaks bear
acorns, aund as there fs water under the
oaks, just so sure are there woods-ducks
feeding on them, and lying around in the
sun, on bank and stream, lazily digesting
them. Stealing along the bank, I peer
over; and there in a basin of the creek at
least thirty wood-duck are floating, preen-
ing themselves in the sun. Did ever oye
vest on creatures more beautiful? ¢ Anas
sponsa,” the Bridal Duck, poetical old Lin.
nams dubbed this fowl: and no jeweler
could furnish forth a bride with gems to
excel the array in which Nature has deck.
od these gorgeous birds. Every color and
shade of color, between glossy black and
stainless white; all that the prism can give
of distinct hue or blending of hues, exists
here in perfection. As I change one of
my No. 4 cartridges for one of No. 8, for a
sitting shot, the other nature within me
almosts relents. To tell the truth, I Lave
always preferred fair shots at single birds
to shots at flocks. Inthe flrat caso, if yon
miss, you miss; if you hit, you kill. But
at tlocks, for one bird that you get, you
send moro away to sicken and die with
wounds not immediately fatal, I cannot,
therefore, sympathize in the wonted say-
ing of a friend of mino, ‘I just like to
mow 'em ! Ido net! The clean, single
shot for me, where the whole matter is
with the bird I fire at; not with those
which mere chance and stray pellets lay
out with the others, or send crippled and
suffering away. DBut something else is
moro potent, in this case, than tho better
naturo. In the act of raising my gun,
e buzz, whirr, chitter,’” at my very feet,
and on every sido of me, a hundred quail
flirt up, and the gentry of the gorgeous
crests, taking the alarm, spring from the
water, and arc off in an (nstant. I flre at
a laggard and bring bim down; another
quail springs up from my toes; in sheer
vexation and disgust, I let go the No. 4 at
him, and blow him forward ten feet in his
fall.

Cold as this Reptember water (s, Bess
plunges from the bank, and soon brings to
my hand the duck that had fallen. For
the next thirty rods, at least threo hundred
quail ariso from the bushes: one continual
whirr {n my path, and a hundred plaintive
calls on every side of me. I see no more
dificulty in setting one hundred and flfty
in an afternoon than in getting a dozen;
but when one is after wood-duck, pinnat.
ed grouse, braut and gecse, hie does not
Jose his time o1 dear little Perdrix. ¢ Cru.
k-k! cra-k-k '’ and up spring two fine
drakes, as [ tread on a dry stick; I cutone
down; tho bushes bide the other; and he
passes away. A moment for my cartridge
then a look over the bank. He is wing-
broken. If I show mysell, or let Dess
after him, ten to one, ho will dive, as his
habit is, seize a root or a stalk, hold on
and drown. More than once I have reach.
ed down to my shoulder, in clear water,
and pulled them off, dead; this fellow I
might never see. No, let him skulk in,
just under the water as hois, near that
log Ly the shore; now! I fire, and Le
turns over beside the log; 1 have butto
step out and secure him. To Bess, the
whole procedure is unseientific,’ and out-
side tho rules.

At the report of my gun, & rustle and
scratching on a tree, a little alead, and a
fine fox’squirrel just whisks into his hole.
Thero is a certain lady in my home with
whom the squirrel s the favorite of all
game; and 1 never pass one by, Inserting
a BB cartridge, I fire into  the lole, and
through the rotten limb; the immenscdust
and clatter start Sciurus from his hiding-
place, and ho rushes up the tree, ensconc-
ing himself on the epposite side from me.
Now for it ! Round and round, acrossand
sideways, I go; at overy point, I find him
on the other side. Tho sun is dipping; 1
am miles from home, und can’t wait. Call
Ing my little Loy to leave the Luggy, and

tionless figures iu grayish brown, four feot
high, ns ercct as posts, and as motlonless |
too, aro standing there, the largeat and |
warlest Lird of the prairles, the great |
whooping oranes. I have not made more
than one step out of the rows, when they |
seo mo; they pause a moment, then with a |

wild eroak spread their sail-like vans, and |
bear lazily away, Never mind! ¢ilka dog
maun ha'e his day,” iy turn may come. |
A Ueat through the fleld in another course, !
and Bess warns mo of grouse alead; ]
liave just time to get ready, when up rises

the pack, I bilng one down, miss anoth.

ocome upon the other side of the tree, I at
1ast hiave the squirrel on my side, shunning
tho now danger. It is small glory to add
him tomy game, though much satisfac.
tion, for the fox-squirrel is tho largest and
finest of his family.

Wo are on time, now, and ahall not leave
the buggy to hunt. But game of all kinds
must * ware firo!’” for old Peter stands the
gun. ‘f'wo miles accomplished, the opeu
prarie Is reached; when we see before us n
stately crane standing on the grass. A
short run as we draw near, a short flight,

e e

. X

Whe @eeil Wihig

18 PUBLISIIED EVERY SATURDAY
13Y E. E. EWING.

SUBSCRIPTION.
$32.00 & Yeur, in advance. If not pail within the
{‘w, $2.80. Rix Months, $1.00. Three Months, 60 conts.
No subecription taken at less than the alove. Single
Coples, Fivs Cax3s.

" ADVERTISING,

JOCAL MATTER, 10 cents & line; or £0 cents a3
lach for ever Insertion.

TRANSIENT RATES.—S$ cents a line for one fnsers
glou.and 4 cents a line for every additional insertion.
Oue inch of apace counted as twelve lines.

STANDARD RATES.—

2 Months. 3 Months.
Mk Bo e lga

2inhes 4.50 5.00 LX
3 in-hies .25 .00 12.$ {:J?il
4 Inches 7.00 8.00 14.00 21.00

Q.e Column, §3.00 per fuch for 1 r; for 6
$onths, 20 aud 25 per cent. additional .“Thr:: ch::::
sllowed to yearly advertisers without additional eharge.

and ho alights again, folding his wings up
slowly, as if cntirely at ease as to the range
evenof 3 Bs. Audlic may be. DBut there
is another thing that he left out of his
calculation. Laying by my Parker, I
quietly draw my little Howard rifle from
its case, slide from the buggy on the side
opposite Lim: and tell my boy to keep
slowly on. Ile misscs one from the two,—
hunters out here declare that the crane can
eount ten,—and marks a figure atanding,
motionless: as the buggy passes on.—
¢ Croak!" it is too late, a flash, a whip-
like report, and the tall bird lies stretched
on the prairie. He makes uo motion as he
lies: a 44-100 copper cartridge, striking
squarely on the side, leaves no life behind.
¢ Plumbed him, didn't it,"” says Young
America, as I load o the game.

Our day and our shooting are done; and
with them this sketch of the Autumn
Game of the Prairies.

Beribner's for October.

Short Halr for Woman and Children.

A fino head of hair Is a beautiful thing.
It forms a becoming background or set-
ting for the Luman features. Other “little
women' than Jo March have considered
their long, abundant, glossy hairtheir “one
beauty.'” Some of these same little women
have found, however, that tley were real-
ly Detter looking than Leforo when they
have had their long curls or heavy bralds
cut off.

It seemed ‘‘such a pity"” to all their
friends, and they felt themselves that it
was a great risk to run, because they might
not Jook half as well after the barbering as
before, and they hadn’t a bit of beauty to
spare. But the deed is done, and the
friends, who remonstrated most earnestly
are perhaps forced to confess that short
bair can be made very becoming to some
persons.

Long hair is often very unbecoming we
all know. Thin coarse locks ure no orna-
ment. If cut short, and tossed up lightly
about the face, they sometimes jmprove
the personal appearance very much, as
wmany have learned during the late frizzing
days. Long halr is usually drawn away
from the face, so as to afford less of a “‘set-
ting" for ita wearer than short locks give.
It is called a covering for women, but it is
drawn up from the neck in such a way, at
fashion’s demand, that it covers less of
the Lody than hair only two inches in
length. )

While not advocating the total abolition
of long hair, let us vee what good reasons
may sometimes constrain a sensible woman
to have her head shorn of its reputed
s‘glory."

The long, thick hair considered so desir-
ablo has considerable weight, and it taxes
the nervous powerto carry it about. A
pound of hiair isas heavy asa pound of
caudles. Worn in braids or rolls over the
top of the head, it will actually make de-
pressious undorneath tho rolls or braids,
quite perceptible when they are moved af-
tera few lours’ pressurc. At the same
time, such long hair produces considerable
discomfort, One may becomosoaccustome
ed to this asto pay little attention to it,
Worn in a coil at the crown or back of the
head it disturbs the circulation and pro-
vokes disease, and it renders any comfort-
able resting of the weary Lead almost im-
possible. What misery thore is in tho use
of hatr.pins! What “ridiculosity’’ in the
“rats, cushions, jute chignons, etc.!
What an amount of time, and care, and
life-power gets used up in dressing and
arranging this weight of halr, cspecially it

plus over night!

Does it pay? Every woman should
answer the question for herself, Outward
adorning fs all right if it does not inter-
fere with the more precious inward adorn-
ing of the mind. The adorning fashion
ordains Is often barbarous in the extreme,
and why does not a cultivated taste rebel?
What reliefit isto get the lhead into
such & conditon that it can be bathed and
dressed and rested with case! How pleas-
ant it Is to runthe fingers through the
hair when the head is tired and heated!
What a comfort it is not to have one’s hair
in the way when hurried or when weary!
But there is an answer ready for all
reasoning In favor of short hair: “Oh!lI
think long bair looks best for a woman.'
That settles it, of course, for most women.
Here and there is a woman who considers
health and comfort and convenicnce of
moro consequencs than prettiness. There
aro women, too, who can not believe that
anythiog is really beautiful or truly becom-
ing which tends to injure health or destroy
comfort. But most of us go from one
fashion to its opposite, unthinking slaves
of fashion as we are, and everything we
are accustomed to is considered tasteful
and proper. And then a few women have
husbands who ider tl Ives solo ar.
biters in all matters concerning their wives’
apparel, aud such men are pretty surc to
like to see women (those belonging to them-
selves) looking liko duchesses, in plaited
hair and broidered apparel.

Little Girlie had loug golden curls, and
wo loved them until we saw how it fretted
her and her mamma every day when-the
task of unsnarling and recurling had to be
performed. And the curls wereso warm
on her neck and shounlders, and such &
temptation for baby's-pulling fingers! So

head was “shingled” the child actually
was prettier than before, and ber mamma
admires the golden cutls laid away in tho
bureau-drawer more than when thoy graced
and tormented and cultivated vanity in
her child. ReLL.

—— el & ©
CosTUMES OF THE MIDDLE AGES.—Masks
were first wora in France during the reign
of Franeis 1., and they were nat without
their use in after times of civil strife, al-
beit, like most other things, subject to a-
buse. The first palr of silk stockings in
France was worn by Henry IL. consort of
Catherine de Medicis, although it was not
until a later dato that a manufactory for
stockings was inatituted in the Dois de
Boulogne, which locality Lad long been a
favorite resort both of princes and penie
tents. Befor stockingmaking became a
matter of French trade it was customary
for ladies to knit hose; and previous to the
time when hosicry was thought of in an e-
lastic form it was customary for people of
rank to case their legs with stuffs—mors
or less costly—bound on by bandeletics, such
as thoso worn by Charlemagne.

[ The Gentlemen's Magizine.
— el & @ QP e
L& Twoe friends meeting, one remarked,
“[ have just met a man who told meI
looked exactly liko you."
¢ Tell me who it was, that T may knock
Lim down," replied his friend.

# Don't trouble yourself,” said he, ¢

[ SRS, o

did that myself at once.”

. 1

it must Lo put in curl-papers or frizzing-

they were cut off, and wheu the pretty .
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